The Daylight Waneth,

‘l'l'trohl"lln't ‘I'r: Px'-ill and the n'ght (s near,
© rusrg TWOEN e 1
The stubbled felds urg F&L‘I’.“ 'l,;:u‘ mmdu"“w'l

rere,
And brooding silenes rests on hill and lea—
Hsiening silence thint arouselh fear,

winter coine Lh wod tho night is pear,

The morn with all its glory Is passed away;

The lowers wre doswd sod scentiess ou the |

woloy
The birds ure goua that cheored the fuwling

‘]‘hpr pl»;-rp are huddled lp the sheltecling
wid
ey Joy not in the s'nut November ray,
Pieasures of WOrD dee passed away,

A nipping frost sits In the v leeless hreeze;
The grieving skivs aro olothod in ashy gray:
The strenm fows under the gutumnsl trees
And sadly showe the sorvow of thelr decay,
There ta 1o sound to sosthe, po sight to plense,
Tue night I8 vear and frost §s lo the breege.

Doy fadeth fust nnd o'ouds wee (o the sky;
Btranwe shiudows the like ghosts scross the

Wil
With molstened loeks the white moon rides
on high,
Seattering hier thin ray= on the hreezes cold,
Y stund sl U o sorvow and ) slgh—
My itfe is ¢l aud elouds wre in the sky,
— 3 1, Donahue,

b A "0y 1 hh Al
PAUL OLIVER'S WIFE.
I am a Chicago physician, not with-
out practice, but still young enough to
feel that my real work isin the future,
Not many vears have passed since 1 re-
ceived my “sheepskin” and, as is
well known, youth I8 a serions bar to
recoguition of one in oy profession.
My III'.'u'Ijl'l', l'{lil'ﬂ'l'lll'(lt]'\ is ”:_"]II. Al
but for a small property which yields
me a very maoidest lncome, 1 might oft-
en have trouble in satisfactorily deal.
fng with my landlady and laundry-
mian,
It was & stormy night in March and
I was seated in my office puzzling over
a carions ease of blood-poisoning which
had fallen in my way. when a messen-
ger boy called me to my door and Land-
el me the following note:
“Come asonoe 1o — Monroe Stroet,

fng and peed hpwoediple pelief,
“PFavL OLiven.”

I hesitated only long enough to get
tozether the necessary articles to tnke
where [ did not know the nature of my
patieat's ailment, and indue course uf
time was deposited by the street-car at
my destination.

1 wus ushered into a neatly fur-
nished room, brightly lighted, Upon
the bed lay a feeble-locking man, who
tixedd his shiniog black eves upon my
face.

“Your are Dr. Etolmus? Well, doe-
tor, help me. 1 win dying, burning
ean't you make me sleep--see my
nerves quivering—Iiook at the swollen
veins,” cried the young man, extend-
ing both hands weakly toward me.

~Just so he has been for a week.”
rematked the young woman who had
remained in the room.  “Brother Har-
rv has been beseccning him the whole
time to have a doctor, but he never
gave up until to-uight, asd then io-
sisted upon having you."

D | suppose, doctor, that you ave wan-
dering why my cloica of physiciuns
fell upon youw" soon remarked Mr,
Oliver, suddenly fashing his black
eyes upon we. “Well, wounder on; |
shall npot enlighten you. Call it
chavee.”

I was a little startled, becanse [ was
just then puzzling over that very gques-
tion. But I quietly replied:

“You ute uervous aud laboring un-
der excitement, wmy friend, I am sure
the potion you have taken will soon do
You vool.”

“Nothing will do me good. Iam
past buman  help, thongh grateful tor
even n doctor's sympathy, 1 know
that veither vou nor the combined
medieal talent of the eity could cure
me. 1 have no desire to live—1 would
not live if I coulil.”

This was the beginning of my ae-
qui ntanee with Paul Oliver, In time
he beeame interested in ome, lusisting
upon 1‘1-:|\cl‘-i.!l;_' LLPEELLS viurious lu}flr‘.
with atl of which be displayed a faie
acquaintance. Iis nervousness iun-
creaseil Mv:l.llil"\', Lint, sirange to Sy,
with it increased his patience.

He gradnaily  grew  worse, despite
my unremitted eara, 1 eavaestly be-
songht him to permit me to eall in one
er more eminent physicinns for con-
siltation, but this he positively refosed
to do.

*[ have told you,”™ he declared with
firmpess, “that [ am slowly dying,
Nothing ean save me. Yoo have als
leviated my pain.  No physician could
do wore."

As time pased the unfortunate man
won a hold upon my heart. 50 it was
with iufinite pain thut I saw the ten-
tacles of death eclosing fast about him,
In my powerlessuess I reproached my-
seif and my beloved science. 1 becamne
low-spirited and dull,

“Doctor,” he said slowlv and im-
pressively one day, I shall die this
evening, Do not look so ineredalous,
I understand my ease better than you
eould be expectidd todo, 1 wish to say
a Jew words of bnsiness to von and to
thavk you for vour unremitting eare.
In that eservtoire yon will tind a paek-
age. I wish vou to take it and after |
am under the earth [ desire yoa to
read it.  Disposa of it as yon think
best. That is all. T thivk now 1 will
slecp.”

And he did sleep and never again
awakened,

After the quiet funeral at Rosehill
Mr. Sommers inforined me that Oliver
was o man  possessid of cousiderable
wenlth wud told me the surprising
news that in a will he had made a
short time before, be bequeathed the
bulk of it to me.

Very soon sfterward [ opened the
prekage Mr. Oliver had reqoested me
to take In charge. It consisted of 4
clossly written mnouscript whieh read
as follows;

“I, Panl Oliver. was born in New
York City. and seven vears ago gead-
pated at Harvard College.  Lhree
months later a mahgnant tever bereft
me of both parents. I was alone, pos.
seszed of a competency and with but
little disposition to embark in trade or
acquire a profession.

] spent a year in Eurape.  Near its
elose [ met a party of Americans ut
Parie. The most charming was Miss
Lire Hainey. She was 20, and a wo-
man of rareaccom plisiments und won-
drons bheauty,

ol adored that woman, pressed my
suit vigorousliy, and to my supreme
happiness she accepted my hand and
fortupe, declaring that she had loved
me from the first.

“Within a year after ooar first meet-
oz we were married and, complying

Buffior

wiik her request, we took an exfeinded
trip throngh the great cities of both
continents.  Finally, tired out with
sight-seeing, she expressed adesire to
return to Ameriea, und we came. At
her desive 1 purchased a priocely home
in New York City and we settlod down,
ws 1 secreily hoped, to a quiet do-
mestie life.

As my love was infiiite, my con-
fidence was nnbounded, How 1T de-
spiseid those jealous busbands who ap-
peared to act us dragons to their boau-
tiful, gay young wives, Hence, when
fnnumerable invitations  poured in up-
oun us, | willing accompanied her to
| each ray scepe, happy in seeing her

enjoyTuent. DBut I s0on wearied of so
much socinl duty and, when, one day,
shn sweelly begged mie to stay at home
with my books ws she koew | wished
to do, I consented.

“What was intended for a single oe-
ension soon beeame a settled arrange-
ment.  Dear Paul' remained at home
in his library with his dogs and pipe,
gladly  weleoming the swest, sunny
fuce when it beamed upon him from
lace or fur after an evening's enjoy-
ment with strangers,

“Iufinite loye, such as mine was, ean
have nodoubts.  Daily #he assured me
of her boumdless allection amd how
llrilllll | wWus (o Ly ln‘:‘ lu.lphallll”

“But in n moment, in the twinkling
of nu eve, from the huppriest of boings
I was plunged into the deepest heil of
misery, rage aml despair.

“| was called to Boston to look after
gome investiment 1 had made there a
few vears before, and left on Monday
evening, mnot thinking it possible |
couhd return before the following Fri-
day.

“By a fortunate combination of ele-
enmstnness 1 was ahle to linish my
business in ashort time and immediate-
Iy started for home,

*‘Pwonty-four hours earlier than she
expected e, 1 gaily teipped up the mar-
ble steps of my home, thinking of her
joy ux I should soddenly appear un-
expectedly bhefore her, Almost stealth-
ily I inserted the night-key and turned
the lateh and on tiptoe hustened along
the carpeted stairway. The servants
were not yet stirring. Ol how sweet
1o be at home!

“The souud of n light laugh fell on
my astonished ear. 1 pansed before
the cartained doorway of my wife's
boudoir. Lightly liftlug a corner of
the soft, silken drapery 1 saw my
wife with a man I knew well by sight.
So mueh of a roue, gambler and
seoundrel was he that I would never
have had even s business acquaiolance
widh him.

‘I stood ontside for several minutes
amd then entered quictly. With a wild
ery of horror, Lire rushed toward me
with her arm® ootstretehed, but | re-
pulsed her. and indignantly threw her
companion out of doors,

*“Then I turned to the cowering wo-
man. Not one atom of pity remained.
In a voice as ealm as usual 1 thas de-
pounced her: “Muadume, [ have a nume,
oone that my parvents bore with honor
and that 1 have vever shamed oxcept
i giving it to you. You shall not pub-
liely deag it in the mire. Te-morrow
vou will pecompuny me to Uhicago,
There I will throw soch salegunrds
about vou during the rest of your uat-
ural Jife that you ean not sin again, I
de this only because I am resolved to
save my father's name. Ovpe more
transeression and vou shall die.’

“We came to Chicago, where, under
the name by which 1 am known, we
took an uepretentious that in an un-
fashionable guurter. . When I left Now
York, I left the world behind me. A
stranger io o struage city—my future
was to carciully guard my family
hanov.

“I'hree months passeil, During this
titne the only aegquaintan e 1 formed

t waus Henry Sommers, and 1 only Knew

bim by aceidene.  Duriog that time |
never left our apartments exeept on
necessity and then |loeked Live within.
We kept no servant, our moals were
sent from a vestautant, we visited no
ote, ful:'llll-il no ;l"-]ll:a:ll'l:llli‘l'. ||‘|li°ll-'w|l
no theaters or races as had  been onr
former custom.  This wus not living,
it was a prinful existing.

“Live did not bear this new and econ-
stant surveillaneo with composare. At
times she would boarst forth in a
pission, and besvech me to lot her gn
forth, to kill her or do anyvthing to end
lier present miserable life.  Gladly
would I have sent her out if 1 could
have saved my nume from dishonor.,

“One night about three months afper
onr flight to Cihieazo, I was suddenly
aroused from deep sleep to alert wake-
fulness, At my sile stood Lyre, look-
ing like nn angel with a crown of golden
hair. As my opened 1 saw
her pour the contents of w vial into the
witer bottle from which 1 invariabiy
tonk n nightly deanght.  Maddensd hy
maimories awd iilulll'lill;; and lll‘!'lp-
pointed Jove, [ sprang toward her
nnd  econfronted her in her crime.
Denial was nseless, 1 foreed her to
ecoufess that she had placed poison o
my dranght,  The insiions drug she
hal obtained from a Hindoo the year
before our matrringe. 1t was a subtle
peison.  Given in small doses the
vietim failed slowly, Lat surely, Given
in lurge quantity, death was  immedi-
ate. Culmly she confessed that she
had been administening the poison
to me gradonlly, that 1
dying and that no power on earth
coulil restore me,  She freely admitted
that shie would have Killed me loog be-
fore, had 1 as she expectell when she
marvied me, made a will in her favor.
She was a revelution to me.  For the
first tiime she east aside all hypoevisy
and appeared in all her  hideousness,
She deviaved she loathed me, nud  pre-
fereed death o thounsand times to the
wretchudness of being imprisoned with
we,

“I was dving by inchea, Now was
explained the lnssitude and weariness,
the sudden sharp pains I ecould not
nnderstand.  Enraged and furions as
I wun over her diabolical confession
I yet eonld reason.  Taking my  pistol
from beneath my pillow, where hael
Invariabiy placed it at night since 1
bad lenrned her treachery, and in my
loft band holding my wateh, [ looked
stendfastly at the crouching woman
and sald:

| *=If within five mioutes vou have

| not swallowed the contonts of the little

| box you hold, I shoot you.

| your death.'

| "A look of infinite terror spread over
her countenange, yet angelic in its con-

[SAYAE]

L manner; some

was slowly |

Choose !

tour, and she diredéted
enlreaty at me,

“I returned the look with one of de-
termined, pitiless  resolution, toying
with - the  deadly weapon. Only |
separated by o few feot, we guzed, bul |
neither spoke, I

sOne, two, three, four minuates
mssel.  Only sixty seconds remuained.

izing the pistol tirmly 1 began slow- |
Iy to bring it into position, when, with
a quick seizure of the little box, she
rapidly brought the poison to her lips,
now white with horror. Oue swilt
movemuent of her wrist, one pervons
contraction of her white throat, and
my revenge was complete.

*Calmly without ooe shadow of  re-
morse, | gazeid at her lifcless form. [
began to deliberate as to the disposition
of the body. My flat was on ludinos
street; the river was but two or threa
blocks away., I removed everything
from the dend woman's person which
could possibly betray  ber  identity,
wrapped a dark shawl about the slight
figure that bl now become so loath-

a Taze of pliteous |

gome to me, and waited antil near mil- |

night before setting oul
perilons trip.

“Euough, 1 was successful.
dark, swollen water near the
street bridge covered my barden.

SWhere | went that nizht afterward
I do not know, The pale, grey morn-
ing found e manvy “mles flom  the
spot, exhatusied from want of sleen,

CA terrvible fasciration drew me (o
the morgoe, amd there, one day, [
found what 1 wus searching for. 1
also found a young physician  (vour-
self) who secmed  strangely curions,
Suspecting every one | followed hiw to
his oflice, and then returned to my
apartment, resolved 1o ehange my
bhome,  Accidentally I met Mr. Som-
mers, lle took pity upon me as he
saw my feeble, nervous condition, and
constituted himsell my guardian. By
tivis time the poison nad made snch io-
roads upon my constitution that my
power of resisting wus gone.

“You know the rest. The fatal
ease baffled every effort,
the wisdom of men. How many
the floating bodies foand in river or
lake and thought to be suicides have
back of them great
mine,

1 would not live if I
memory of that woman's treachery
woulid blacken every hour with evil
thonghts, and 1 pass ioto anuibilation
gindiy.™

There is nothing mare to be said, I,
Jared Etolmus, physician, make these
details public to show to the workl
how closely we live side by side  with
tragedies, caused by wvil doing, result-
ing in the most fearful insanity.

My note-book coumtains many life
stories, but few have ioterested me
more Lthao the Mystery of the Morgue.
— Lhicago Journal.
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Bacteria Everywhere,

The greater majority of these micro. |

seopie plants are what the bolanists
eall “bacterin,” the smallest form of
vegetable life. 5o small are they that
it woull take, in some cases, as muny
a8 15,000 of them arcanged in a row to
extend one inch.
torms, some being round, some oval.
some  rod-shaped, while others are
much the shape of a corkscrew, In
ull cases they are so small that one
peeds a powerful microscope to exam-
ine them. and in no case can we pers
ceive them singly with the naked eve,

When countiess millious of them are
grouped together in . mass or colony
we can see them about as we are abila
to seo an u]l|ll'n.it'lllll,\( army of which
we nre totally unable te distinguish a
single soldier, I have said that

baecterin move about; wnd this is true |

of most of them, although there are
some which do not appenr to move at
ail, but remain fixed wherever they
find a good feelling place, Those that
have motion behave in a very peculine
wobhble about in one
pineca without moviog forward in tne
leasts others dare hither and thither,
back and forth, at an apparently furis
ous rate, rocking amd twirling about,
and turning a hundred somersauits as
they move along. Bacterin wualtiply
very rapidly., aond they do this in »
Very curious way.

A single one breaks itself in twog
then each half grows very rapilly un-
til it becomes as large as the original
Toen these in torn divide ap again,
uwnd s0 on, until from a single ove we
have many thousands in n very short
time. To give you the tigures, such as
they are, a single one can multiply st
&0 enormons a rute that o fortv-eight
honrs it ean produce something like
2R0,000, 000 000 of its species.  Great
Consequences lollow 1his enormons in«
erease ol bacteria, for while 8O0
sl of itself, can do bat littde haro,
the nrmy resulting from such rapid
multiplication makes it
them to accomplish a vast amount ol
dutunge. —5¢, Lowia Republie,

O,

ltll\w[’l:l'. for

The Youngest Patentee.

W. W. Rosenfeld, who gained fame
through being the voungzest person to
whom a patent s bean issoed fn this
country, hus recently perfecied some
inventions of s0 povel a nature us o
again ntiraclt geners. attention. llisl
first invention, patented when he was
15 years of age, was the lever vsed to
simultanesusly close and lock the

ates on elevited traing, which is now
i nse in this and other cities. Now,
at dhie age of 25, he has perfected prob-
ably the wost ¢llicient and comprehens
sive railway-signal system known.
thiz system an alarm will be sonnded
ju the eab of a locomotive when it gets
ou the same blovk with another train,
when it appionches n misplaced switch,
an open 'Iraw bridge, a broken rail or
n rail lving across the tracks. Not
only will the alarm be sounded, but if
desired the afr-brakes may be turned
on by the same signal, providing for
the safety of the traln even agaiost the
engineer’s earelessness or possible in-
capnoity. =N, ¥, Leller in Doston Ad-
verliser,

How erude |
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tragedies like |

They have dilferent |
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“THE DUCHESS.”

CHAPTER XXL—Coxtixvep,

“WWhy, nome,”’ says he, dejectadly
“And yet," with sudden fire, *“‘there bave
been moments for whi-h I would barter al
that | possess—when—"'

‘W hen you were vain enough 1o imaginm
otherwise,"" interrupting him burrledly and
with a painful flush,
wrong--wrong, "

Bhe is telliug her lis with such a miser
able passion that he does not dare to disbe
Heve her, but yet he knows, Thess large,
sad, hones! eyes cannot withholl the truth,
whatever the cruel lips may do.

“etll, T shall break with Katherine,
eays he, after & pause. Ho had risen t¢
his feet somo  Ume ago, nnd is stand ng be-
foro hor watehing her gravely. “‘And
then, perhaps, ' very humbly, i time
you might let me tell you all that is In my

| heart to night,''

What!
wanl

UNever, never. I shall net liston,
do you think I have uo pride? Do
anather woman's lover'’

“Fo Le it. 1 sballeaud this faree betwoon
Knatherine and mysoif, novertheless,' re-
plics he, stendfnstly.

“That must be as vou will
savs she, holding out to  him o wlim little
Fand that tiembles. Her eyes ars down-
cast, but even a8 he looks at her two large
tears full  feom bencath hoe lids and travel
slowly down her cheoks  In n moment his
arms ate aro. ol bor, ke can feal the quick
beating «f ber heart on g for o cruelly
thort time sho lies  pass ve du his en brace,
as thongh thiwl aud beaton, and tion she
rouser  hemself, and with slender pudinsg
pushies bim from ber, and without word or
| glancwe leaves the room,

Bwifily sho goes up stalrs and lock: her-
self into her rovm.  ‘that one momsnt of
weaknoss—of  ndecldon—hna  frightencd
ber. Bho had lnin in bis aris without pro-
test of any sort,  Nay, maore—ehe doces not
deny it to herself she had bean happr there.
Bhe Lad been giel 1o have them roasd her,

| Even now whea relensel from the influence
of his presence, sho knows that she foeis no
anger towards hm.  Anger! where L there

place for' it in the warm, loving, miserable

Leart that is Leat'ng so wildly in her hreast! |
She |

But what is to be the end of it all?
must go, She must leave him, Nover,
never, can he b anything to her save worss
than a stranger,  Oh! that she could tear
him from hor heart!  Bot it is too Ince for
that., All ber long miserrble lifo ho must
lie thers, cherished socretly,  wopt over in
private, loved w.th a fervor, growil strong
from sad thoughts indulged when no one
cnn seo her
| No, she could not listen to that proposal
of hstoend his engngement with Kath-
erine.  And yet had she done so would it
pot have been for the welfare of all, even
| of Katherine; tor wherein les the good te
i be derived from a loveless union’ She
covers her face with hoer hands and walks
swiftly up and down the silent chambter.
But no hope comes to her, His face
rises belare her, sad, reproachful, passionate,
entreating. He is hers, hers onlv, by all
| love's laws, and yet she must thrust him
from her with all her might. Oh! how
miserably il he looked, Oh, Denia! Oh,
| darling, darling! Oh, Denls!
She had thrown bherself on ber knoes bee
side the hed and buried her faen cut of
sight,

CHALVTER XXIL

In the morning that tiresome head whe s
wor«e than ever. Norah manage to get
down to hreakfast, but only
ber toast and to refuse with a glauce of dis
ta-te anything offered her,

“How il wyou lock, darling,” says
ixtdam, some hours Inter, meeting her in
one of the ante-rooms, equipped for walks
ing. ‘“Like a littie pretty ghost, I am
s0 distressail about it, and your fath ¢ com-
ing to morrow, too! It is dread al: he
will say I have not taken any care o* you.'

“Who could have taken more*'* miys the
Duchess sweotiy, slipping an arm around
her neck, “*Yon lave made me “eel al-
| wavs that vou love me. '

“Hava ' vory ploased,  “That {5 as it
should bw, then, and only the barest truth.
Every mother should love her owa jiitle
Blhe smiles and kses the g'rl
ring fonlnéss and s nooths

rutlled Joeks from her hot

daunghter. "
with =«
Lack the
brow

"N ou are
you  kuow
about you '

It s this headaches

“Fut what a  persistent one.,
soe 1'r, Morgan*'!

“No, no, Indeed," lnughing
nonsense, auntie. 1l tell you,
what I think of doing.
saying out for quite ever so jong,
an e« for me at
expoct me agaln unti
as if a goud dose of

ling

feverish, darling. Do
growing really uncasy

quite

I um

"

Will you
“What
though,
f gong out and
Make
luncheon, anl don't
You sen I feel
the strong will woand

s

e,

outside is the one thing that can blowv those !

cobwebs out of my brain.’
*“lThen go, by nll means, dearest,

says madam.  lut
cuit and s glass of Madeira
insist, and for reward 1'll tell any pretty fib
You like ntout you av luncheon

The dull end choerless sun that all day

has | con making so joor a pretense at jol- |
bebind  the hilis, |
anil the heavy |

lity has at last sunk
Alvenly daylight wanes,
gusts ol wind that, rushicg through the fir

tops, stirred the wide air since sacly dawn, |

| have now gaioed in strength and rear sul-
lonily with o sulslue | force that spe ks of a
violent outiurnst Iater on. Une or two
keavy drops of rain fall with a qui k, soft
sound at Sorah’s feet,
They rouse ber from the reverie i 1 which
she has almost lost herselfl; rouse b r, too,

ton knuwledge of the fact that day is |
nearly dead, and that the air is full »f signs |

of the coming storm,

Bo bugy have been her thoughts in her |

long swift ramble through the woids and

over hills, and thence into unknowr woods

mgain that to her it seems but a litt'e whi'e
since she walked from tho broad store stapy

that Jead (o the entrance door nd Castle
| Ventry, and yet, in reality, bow lo. g bas it
Loen?

Bhe puuses to look around he for the
first time how swiftly the darkness is be
ginning to fall; to see, too, with | vague
yet stinrp touch of fear that t e vlace
wherein she stands is strange, unkiown t
her. Whither have her rostless fast car
ried Ler’ All the landmarks by which she
bhad been used to gulde bersif are now be-
hind her, lost to her unless she can  retrace
ber stops to some spot familiar,

A huge biack cloud hovers overhead and
iz covering ail the heavens. A “little flue,
white mist begins to fall, a shadowy sort of
shower, that presontly declares itself more
openly and becomes an hodest downpour.
Larger and larger grow the drops, darker

| and darker the atmospbere, and now that

Wood Paving in Paria

Wood paving is so popular in Parls
that the iphabitants wiil not hear to
any other, It is nolacless, can always
be kept perfectly clean, and m‘:purl
the heaviest tratlic without difficulty,

Belng eonceited Is thd only satistac-

tion sowe men fnd in life, —Puck.

| flrst mikd sonse of fear gathers in force and |

becomes npcomfortably definite,
Turning, sbe begins to walk Wi'skly in
the way she belloves she has ~otwe, but

which in reality is only taking her the more |
has |

dooldedly from Ventry, When #he
walked in thls dircetion for about twonty
minates she pauwes and looks around her,
only to find harself hopelesmly astray.
Biacke® grows the leadon sky atove w

“Well—you wery |

Good-night,** I

to ploy with

Try

your own modicine first, mine after vard,” I
Lefore you go-—a bis- |
Carae, now, [ |

-nhmuhrptei;_thr:;ﬂ&_;*-

ing branches over her head. Slowly,
steadily riss the storm; already the wind
beging 1o rush past her with a ficrceness
thut imakes ber Lmbs tromble. Standing still,
with her arm round n sapling oak for sup-
jort and feoling o patural thrill of terror
ns she acknowledges to herself that she
soarce'y knows where to turn, she happens
1o Uft her head, and there on the right she
soos an old broken-down cottage, or hat
rather, ciose to o tall fir tree that appears
to bend over [t as oTering if protection.

It will give sbelter at least, Running
fowards it sho steps quickly, thankfuily,
into the miserable one bare room of which
it can boast. Dend Jeaves Llown in by
many winds, strew the carthen floor. A
wiile open chimnaey holds on its hearth the
gray nshes of dead fires old and gone.

The Duchows, with a vense of rather un-
eanuy loneliness, looks with ungrateful
backwerd glances ot this spot that alone
has beld out to her the arms of pity. How
long has it stood
Not so long, apparently. In one corner
stands o pile of rotten fire logs, and near
ita bwulle of twigs, or “‘kippens, ' ns the
pessants call them, that suggest a dosire on
the part of the late tenants to light one
mare fire befure they should leave this
diinpidatod Fome forever,

Through two large holes in the thatehod
roof the rain i« fulling with a quick, steady
drip, and  Norah, avolding it as best she
miny, leans J sconsaintaly against the apen
doorway and  gngios with many isg vings
an the dismal  seens without, Tt must be
now about 3 o'clock, necording to ner cal-
culation—in veality it is considerably later
—and thoy will all Le new in the library,
gomo  gathersd round the welecome tea
party, vthers lounging in pretty teagowns
in the softest chairs to be found,

Donls, too, will
from his shooting, and perbaps
will now
whare she

be thinking of her nnd woudering

i, A little uneasy, t0o, it may
bo. She can almost soo
rathor melancholy face of late, with
eyes turning so coustantly to the door,

Wall, well; why think of 17 IHe may
wonder and watch, and lopg for her com-
Ing; but of what avail will it all be?
ts no end to it but one.  She will not dwell
upon it Let her rather turn her thoughts
to the fact thut she §s imprisoned bore until
the storm shall conse, and that even aflter
that she will not koow what direction to
take to reach Ventry.

How dark it grows! Blacker and blacker
frown the heavens, The dimmest twilight
Isall that is left of the day just done.
What will they think of her at the Castle?
With what a conteanptuous sneer Katherine
will hint at the barburous bad tasteof those
who can plunge so unreasonally a whole
houschold into n state of apprehension for
the sake of thelr own idle whims!  And be-
siides—

Gireat Heaven'! what is that?

Only the report of a gun But coming
through the gathering darknes of the
ing night It strikes with a eold tor-
ror at ber heart. And then all at once,
vhe scarcely knows why, that past scene
upon the gravel swoop stunds out befors her
niental gase once more. Once again the
dog's yelp of ngony sounds in the air; once
ogoin Moloney is felled to the ground; she
sees Him rose, and maris the deadly threat
of vengennce in his eyes.

A fear, born of nothing, as true fear
8, becomes strong within her,
Her benrt beats fnst, hor handa grow cold,
Ler chiesk pales. How if that murderous
though «llent threat has been even now ful-
filledd! if even now he, her soul's |eloved,
Hes powerless dvmd, with the heavy cruel
pattering rain falling falling alwavs on the
dull fnsensnte body,

t is Lut a little thing after this to piet-

the

LVEL T

soanelimes

ure the white ghastly upturned face, with |

the dend searing eves, and parted lips
showing the gleaming teeth just a litte,
Oh, Heaven! Oh! no, no, no!

Bhe shudders viclently, and flings out her
hands as though to ward off the awful
¥ight; and, as she thus stands trembling all
over, agnin that sharp sound rings through
the darkness,
and with dilated sve stares outward strain-
ing sight and hearing

Again—close at
rinys cut the sharp cerack of a revolver,and
following on it the bang of a breech-loader,
To ler unpracticed
olike, but tor all that nstinct is alert
within her, and bolls up a warning hand,
nod not for momeont is abe deluded by

nab'e solution of the problem that
m his bhomeward way has  just
weked over a brace of cock.

Congn 12 o sickening sinsation that
ry noar to fanting, she rushes fm-
prtuously rut

hlinding rain makes her way to the spot
from wioene: the sounds have come. Te
hey surprise n very short run brings ber tc

¢
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Lere a proy to ghosts® |

bhave ecome in long ago |
perhaps |

Lis handsome, |

There |

Bhe clutches the doorway, |

hand it now sounds— |

enr both sounds are |

of the hotswe and through the |

a rise 0 the ground that Letrays to her the |

fact of u road that les just below where
sho is standing. A high bank, topped by
furze bushes, hides
where ghe now stands from the public way,
though a dilapidaisl gateway lower down
ermits her to see where the road raons.  As
she draws nearer to it she becomes con-

that part of the road |

scious that broken sounds are beginning to

her

CUrees,

fall upon
tered
feut,

ears; panting Lreaths, mut-
the rwaying movements of
In this moment sho knows as well as

thotugh she ¢an already see him that Denis |

is on the road.
way, and that
deoar life.

All nt once her faintness leaves her, A
eold chill rushes through her, berdening
r"l_‘]"\‘ nerve,
high bank she looks through the furze
buslics down on the road beneath, and soes—

Lhe is fighting flercely for

CHAPTER XXIIT.

“Conuraze s a sort of artoor s the mind nml |
an tnweleome improssaon from driviog |

kerps
ton deep into pereeption

It is Lenls she seos first. Ho is facing
her: whiist his opponent —who has grasped
him by the throit with a savage grip and
is straining every muscle to force him to the
ground —has lis back to her. He is a
powerful-looking man, and even as Norab
looks on, frozen with horrar, he makes an
oTort to bring down the handle of the re-
valver be caries upon Delaney's head,
with the intent to hamm r out his brains,

It is evidently a struggle that ean not
last long.  Lelancy's face is already death-

like, readered the more ghastly because of |

the heavy drops of tlood that are running
down it from a wound in his forehead, and
his coat s torn away from on arm thas
hangs helpless by bis wide,  With the other
arm he still holds his would-be murderer,
and with the tenacity of his race is still
holding his own, when another would be
lying spent and insensible,

To Norsh—who s of his own blood and
who can see for herselfl that uniess succor is
prompt the end ia very near—this sight
gives fresh courage., Her spirit rises

within Ler; she sets her teeth and looks |

swittly, keenly around her, A short,
heavy stake, part of the broken gat.way,
catches ber eve; she loses no time; she
mores quickly towards it; to seize it nofe-
lessly, Lo spring on e again to that high
part of the hank that brings her right over
the assasn's head and within & foot of
Lim, take: her but o minute, and then!
With all the strength of her stroug arms
she lifta the heavy piece of wood well above
bar shoulder, and brine: ¢ down asale

clove to that lrokin gate |

Springing to the top of the |

wits MWM' upoft

[ swoundrel's pate,

Like a stons he drops, half d rh
Dends with him, bat the girl, jumping 10t
the romd, catehes him as he falls, ani hold
him upright still with loving arme  Fv
pow, o8 at last insensibility overpo
him, ns deadly stupor beoumbs his e
sonse, he knows her,

“AMy beloved! My own little girl?' h
breathes faint ¥y, with lut a poor attem
indeod at the old fonl emile, yet with lo
unspeakabls in his fast closing eyes. [
mukes o vain offort to hold oat his b
to her, and  then falls inertly against th
banlk.

And now it comes to Noral to do
shim never aftorward can remember doin;
or understand  how she had the power
accom phsh it. But .

The Ged of love, sh! benedete,

Flow mighty und bow great s Lord s B
Surely he belps ber now, Looking at b
Iying there in that awful swoon, it seemns
Ler that sho dare not leave him alone wif
tho murdorer beside bim whilss shy ro
for holp,  What if the man we*i to roo

BRINGE IT DOWS UPON THE BCO
DREL'S PATE,

whilst she was away® What if ho be
dend?  Poor, litle, tnder-liearted Duch:
Let her not be thought unwomaniy if
this supreme moment she hopes passions
that she has killed the sonn who would ha
flain ler lover, and only foars that she b
not done so

What if ho shouldl riso and finish
ghastly work whilst she ran blinvdly alo
un unknown road to gain that assistan
she might never meet. Molsture rises
her brow as sho thinks it all out, and {
all at once sho abandons that 1dea of ge
ing help amndd wilh ono lsl.l.(?‘i indra
breath steal.es berself for the work sho
determined to do this night or dia in the
tempt.

Steoping, she encircles Denis with |
arms, and presently has drawn him, f
toward the twoken gateway, theén throu
it; through the blested o] ening that perm
her to drag him out of view of that cr
figura on the ground into the safer shel
of the woods beyond,

Yard by yard—sobbing, panting, w
her fear and her fatiguo pressing sorely
her, yet never discournged—she slowly
ever more slowly, as the willing arnns g
83 deadly woaary, drags hiun to the p
tection of that lonely hut close to the
tres.,

Even when she has got him in and ]
him softly downwards, with the poor bro
arm ascomfortably settied asshe can mans
it, hor zeal for his welfaro does not rel
UIT her own tender b !’y she strips her se
skin coat, a present from her auntie,
make a plilow for his head, and then, |
thinking it high enough—carcless of
of discomfort, nay dead to them—sha sl
off her flannel petticoat and adds that
tho coat.

Not until she has done all this does
permit berssif to kneel beside him and k
into bis fnos!

Is it his face, that calm, still motion
mask, all streaked and dyed with blo
bicod still fowing? Shs has been so
grossed hitherto with her torrible task
bringing him bere t.at the kioa that
laLor might be in vain—that death mi
alvendy have robbed her of what she m
values upon earth—has not suggestad |
but now it comes, and o very agony
despnir takes possession of ber, Nea
glia leans over him, still nearer, her mis
Lie eyes cllaging to his deathlike fa
What o horrivle pallor is that upon
cheek! how sunken are the ayes within
sockets, how cruelly calm the moath! |
is he dead?

Oh! no, no, no, no! Net dead! I
nigh unto death, if it must be, but oh!
dead, indesl! Her very soul uplifts it
in supplieation, Malmed, suffering, bro
let biin be—Dbut grant that life still ling
within Lis Lruls »1 body,

“Oh! Thou lwing Lard! by whom
prayers are heard. "

Softly, tremulously, she entreats;
with pervous fingers sha loosens his ¢
ond feels for the heart that should beat
neath,  And after a minute (who shall
what aged lie in it) a faint pulsation
wards her, le lives! As yor, at lor
the vital spark is in him,

But how to keop it there? Deftly
toars first her own handkerchief and ¢
his ioto strips and binds toem round §
brow. The search for his handkerchief
brought to light a small flask which, to
Joy, eontaias brandy; but though she trfg
even with her fingers, to get some hatw
bis lips, she fails to make him swallow it

Aud now again terror drives her alued
wild, Can she do nothingg Will no ?
ever come to her aid’ She runsto )
doorway with a vebement detarminatior
rush through all the blinding storn
search of belp. But as she crosses
threshold she  looks back and, sewing |
lying thers so quiet, to all appearan
lifeloss, ber heart grows weak within )
aml hir cournge fails, Alas! too, eve
the were to  yenturs forth, whither ¢
she go? The place is strangs to her;
would not know which way to tarn, an
she were to wander too far in this gatf)
ing darkness und fail to make her
Lack again, what might not happen to
befure morn in  ber nlsence, alone, u
tended; deserted? Oh, no, she cannot le
him,

A wagne hope that they would be &
cued later on by messengers from Verdé
gives her some wavering comfort, but
truth her precent fears are so many
comfaort in the futurs is fquickly ousted.
Is 20 cold, too—wso bitterly chill. B8he O
longingly at the dry sticks lying on
hearth, but even though sho knows tha
the nid of the vestas sho has found ia |
pocket when looking for the flask she
sot fire to them, she shrinks from doing
a nervous horror lest the smoke shall

KK

| tray his resting place to the enomy rest:

ing her.

=he tnkes one of his hands in bhers
feols it is cold as lce—his very lips, as &=
lays her fingers on them, sem frozen,
draws of her sole remainiug petticoat
wraps its around him, with despair
ﬁ:.mring at her boast. Ob, to light "

['ro ne coxvisven, |

Charlevoix flshermen aw uniforr Iy
entirely dissatisfied with last season's cnd

Five tugs will take fish in Lake Supe
uext season o tho vicinity of Ontonn
and will make that port their headguart




